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1 CAN'T 
EXACTLY EX- 
PLAIN MY BOLD 
BEHAVIOR '.I 

THINK IT 
WAS SIMPLY 
THAT I WAS 
STARVED FOR 
CONVERSATION 
ABOUT SOME- 
THING OTHER 
THAN FORESTRY 
AND TIMBER! 
AT ANY RATE, 
<THE MEETING 
WAS NOT AS 
ACCIDENTAL 
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seemed! 



Being with breck sent stranse sensations 
racins through me! he seemed so smooth 
and worldly-wise ! then something happened 
that caused my face to bu rn with excitement! 
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we're going to see a lo" 
each other while i'm here, 
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tOVI CONFESSION! 

I HAD BECOME A NURSE'S AID IN A MILITARY HOSPITAL OUT OF A SENSE OF PUTY/ BUT 
WHY I PROMISED TO MARRY ONE OF THE PATIENTS WAS SOMETHING I COULD NOT 
ANSWER.' WAS IT LOVE ? OR PITY? ALL I KNEW WAS THAT I COULD NEVER LET BILL 
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SAW HIM 
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THE BURDEN OF BEAUTY 



ANGELA BRONSON eyed her image 
. mirror and then drooped her long-, slightly ' 
curled lashes. "I hate it," she said to he'rself. "I 
loathe the way I look 1 i wish I could be just a 
plain Jane!" 

Even the deep frown of displeasure on her face 
could not hide her loveliness. Her hair, complex- 
ion, eyes, the curve of her mouth— all was a pat- 
tern of perfection.. It was a gift of Nature which 
might make any other girl envious and any man 
awesome and that was precisely the trouble! 

"All the girls are jealous of me," she contin- 
ued in her musings, "so that they never warm up 
and get really friendly. And with men, it's even 

The boys Angela would like to have gone with 
never seemed to have the courage to ask her for 
dates but, instead, admired her from afar as if 
she were some kind of ivory goddess or a bit of 
fragile Dresden, completely out of their compre- 
hension. The men who did ask her out were usual- 
ly the kind of conceited, unbearable creatures that 
she couldn't stand or wolves with no goodness of 
purpose. 

"It was even like that when I was little," An- 
gela reflected. "Because I was pretty, the teach- 
er always picked me to be the angel or the prin- 
cess. Then the other kids would be mad and ac- 
cuse me of being a stnck-up. And the boys never 
picked me for a partner at parties. They had a 
better time with some comfortable, freckle-faced 
girl." 

Angela put aside her pondering and started to 
dress. She was going with her parents to dinner at 
the Sloanes. It was being given in honor of Mrs. 
Sloane's brother Dr. Paul Carver who had just 
moved to town to start his practice. 

"I know exactly what will be said," she grim- 
aced. "It'll be the same embarrassing situation." 
And she was right. 

"Paul, darling," beamed Mrs. Sloane, usher- 
ing her brother across the large living room, "you 
must meet Angela Bronson. She's absolutely the 
loveliest looking girl^that ever lived." 

And, as he stood holding her hand ami looking 
at her like a connoisseur studying an object of 
art, he said, "My sister didn't exaggerate. You're 
beautiful!" 

Never anything but that. Nobody ever thought 
of suggesting tlial she might be -smart or talented 
or fun or a "good Jill!" Just BEAUTIFUL! She 
wished that Paul Carver might consider her, also, 
desirable because she knew at a glance that he 



was the sort of man she had always dreamed of 
finding for her own. Just the touch of his hand 
brought a wonderful, romantic thrill ! 

The dinner was interrupted by news of dis= 
aster! The reservoir dam had broken and the 
small city had been hit by a flash flood ! Hundreds 
of homes in the lowlands were in the path of ths 
sweeping torrent! Hundreds of people evacuated! 
And in the grip of the tragedy, every doctor and 
nurse and Red Cross worker was alerted ! Women 
set up canteens to provide food for the hungry! 
Men contributed boats and cars and 
strength 1 And the school was turned 
emergency hospital! 

Angela stood by the side of Dr. Paul Carver, 
a willing and able helper. She carried in small 
children with wet and muddy clothes and un- 
dressed them and wrapped them in blankets. She 
brought them food, quieted the crying, adminis- 
tered First-Aid where possible. She took temper- 
atures, gave medicine, and followed the doctor's 
instructions to a T. For forty-eight hours, they 
worked without sleep. Then, it was under control. 
The worst was over. Dr. Carver and Angela 
Bronson were free to breathe easily and relax for 
the first time. 

They stood at the end of the corridor in the 
school building. Paul lit a cigarette, puffed a 
few times, then stamped it uut. He put a strong, 
still-steady arm around Angela and drew her to 
him! 

"You're wonderful, Angy," he. said. "You're 
the kindest, sweetest, must sincere and most effi- 
cient girl I ever knew! I'd like to kiss you for 
being such a great guy!" 

"Why don't you?" asked Angela and her eyes 
filled with tears from weariness and also grati- 
tude. And he did ! He kissed her so hard that her 
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